DESIGN    FOR    LIVING              ACT I
GILDA : I'll tell you. All the hormones in my
blood are working overtime. They're rushing madly
in and out of my organs like messenger boys.
ERNEST :    Why ?
GILDA :    Perhaps it's a sort of presentiment.
ERNEST:    Psychic.    I see.    Well, well, well!
GILDA : Yes, I hear voices. I hear my own voice
louder than any of the others, and it's beginning to bore
me. Would you describe me as a super-egoist,
Ernest?
ERNEST:    Yes, dear.
GILDA : Thinking of myself too much, and not
enough of other people ?
ERNEST : No. Thinking of other people too much
through yourself.
GILDA :    How can anyone do otherwise ?
ERNEST :    Detachment of mind.
GILDA :   I haven't got that sort of mind.
ERNEST : It's an acquired attitude and difficult to
achieve, but, believe me, well worth trying for.
GILDA : Are you presenting yourself as a shining
example ?
ERNEST :    Not shining, my dear, just dully effulgent.
GILDA : How should I start ? Go away alone with
my thoughts ?
ERNEST : With all my detachment I find it very
difficult to regard your painful twistings and turnings
with composure.
GILDA :   Why ?
ERNEST (blandly) :    Because Fm very fond of you.
GELDA :    Why ?
ERNEST : I don't know. A tedious habit, I suppose.
After all, I was very attached to your mother.
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